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On the night of the honeymoon…
It was hard to wrap my head around what had happened.

For thirty-plus years I was a man. I remembered being

male and lusting after girls the way guys do, and I know

it was me but that memory is hard to square with the way

I feel about my husband’s cute little tush and the other

parts of his body I’m totally looking forward to meshing

with. It’s like someone just flipped a switch and changed

my sexual orientation—which now that I think about it

is exactly what did happen. How cool is that?

I ran a brush through my hair; not just once, but about a

hundred times. My crowning glory, you know. I wanted

it to shine. I checked my makeup one last time—perfect,

as always—then discretely perfumed myself. A quick

twirl in front of the mirror sent the lacy hem of my satin

babydoll flying. A girl ready for her man.

The little dickens was already hard when I joined him in

bed, and of course ‘little’ was just a term of endearment.

Derrick isn’t little at all; quite the opposite.

It was naughty of the man to turn his best friend into his

wife—he could’ve at least asked—but I couldn’t hold it

against him. I love him too dearly for that. Mind you, a

woman isn’t above using that kind of leverage to get

what she wants. Me, I intended to acquire some serious

bling, two children, a nanny, and six weeks annual vacay

on the Spanish Riviera—with or without my darling

Derrick. Hopefully not too much to ask of the man who

turned me into a woman and transgendered my brain.

Not that I’d have said no. The pleasure I was feeling was

beyond belief, and I hadn’t even been penetrated yet. It’s

all in the foreplay, you know: stroking my breasts—

marvelous things—hands roving all over my body, a

rock hard forefinger tickling my love bud. All I had to

do in return was gently caress his manhood—because

that’s all guys really want. I recalled that much from my

time as a man and it was a big advantage: I didn’t have

to feel guilty about not doing most of the work.

I was lost in bliss when Derrick finally rolled me onto

my back and, ever so gently, kissed me. “Being a woman

isn’t so bad, is it?” I shook my head, grinning like an

idiot. “You’re gonna love what comes next,” he said.

“My goodness, someone has a high opinion of himself.”

“Who, me? Nah. It’s just that I programmed your body

to be a hundred percent compatible with mine. Our parts

will fit together precisely, and chemical cues secreted by

your ‘lady parts’ will keep my ‘dickie-bird’ harder for

longer. They’ll also synchronize our orgasms.”

“Ooh, that sounds amazing, lover-boy. I think another

demonstration is in order, don’t you?”

“Your clever come-on is my command, m’lady.” He

knelt between my legs. “Just think of it: guaranteed great

sex for the rest of our lives. That’s why I turned you into

a woman, bro. I knew you’d thank me.”

“So thank-you, already. Can we get on with this?”

“You’re in charge.” He pushed himself inside me.

I grunted and bit my lip. It already felt amazing and he

wasn’t even all the way in. He was right, though: we fit

together perfectly. I wrapped my legs around his waist,

pulling him deeper. Lubrication would not be an issue.

They say time flies when you’re having fun, but that’s

BS. I have no clue how long the man lasted, but I’m sure

we must’ve set the world record—provided the IOC

doesn’t test for whatever chemicals my womanhood was

now producing. I’ll happily skip the gold medal, though,

in exchange for the greatest climax ever.

When Derrick pulled out, we both fell into a dreamless

sleep, our bodies still entwined. And in the morning we

did it one more time for luck.

When you’re a woman in love and the sex is great, does

it really matter how it came about? Perhaps it does, but

even so I was disinclined to complain. My bad.  


